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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Author thinks it proper to observe that 
these Poems were written several years ago, 
some of them before 

*' Time, the subtle thief of jouth," 
had 

" Storn on his wing the three-and-twentieth year." 

They have now received the revision of a maturer 
taste. 



St. Cathbsinb's, Bbak Wood, 
July 27, 1848. 
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SATURDAY EVENING. 

In waning Autumn shadows grey, 
The sad wayfarer turns to view 

Valley and corn-field melt away, 
Lone abhey dark and hamlet blue : 

Straightway before his eyes appear 
Loved scenes, to inmost feelings knitted ; 

Home, garden, children meet him here, — 
Familiar things at morning quitted. 



SATURDAY EVENING. 

So I, when floats — tired labourer's friend — 
From village clock the homeward chime ; 

Sweet Eve I thy sunny path ascend, 
To mark the scenery of Time. 

From thy clear steep— Thought's border- tower- 
While Memory's rays th' horizon streak, 

I gaze on brook, and tree, and flower. 
Spotting the journey of a week. 

If but a fleeting hour, well spent. 

The barren field of life inlays 
With little sparkling streamlet, sent 

To cheer worn grass in dusty ways : — 

If one swift minute, upward tum'd 

Like leafy hamlet's sunlit spire. 
Lifted my heart to God, and bum'd 

With one pure gleam of heav'nly fire :— 



SATUBDAT EVENING. 

While Folly's coloured vapour flies, 
And Pleasure's road winds out of sight, 

I see that lustrous minute rise. 
To gild thee with its parting light. 

Thrice happy he, whose foot ascends 
Thy path, o'ershone by Sunday meek, 

Dear Eve I while green and calm extends 
The fruitful landscape of the week ! 



A CHILD IN PRAYER. 

Fold thy little hands in prayer, 

Bow down beside thy mother's knee ; 
Now thy sunny face is fair, 
Shining through thine auburn hair. 

Thine eyes are passion-free. 
Pleasant thoughts, love's garland, bind thee 
To thy home, yet grief may find thee : — 
Then pray, Child, pray. 

Thy young heart, like a summer bird, 

All day warbles in its nest. 
No evil thought, no unkind word. 
No chilling autumn winds have stirr'd 

The beauty of thy rest. 



A CHILD IN FBAYEB. 

But winter hastens, and decay 
Will waste thy home and freeze thy lay : 
Then pray, Child, pray. 

Thy hreast — a bower of bloom and dew- 
Gladness carolling at the door ; 

While Hebe-like, with mirthful crew, 

Hope, the May-queen, dancing thro', 
Feeds thee with ambrosial store. 

Time those strings of joy will sever ; 

Hope may not dance for ever : — 
Then pray. Child, pray. 

Now thy mother's arm is spread 
Beneath thy pillow, in the night. 

And loving feet creep round the bed. 

And o'er thy quiet face is shed 
The taper's darken'd light. 

But that fond arm must pass away ; 

Not always nigh those feet will stay : — 
Then pray. Child, pray. 



TO DYER. 

Thy voice of softest tune we love, 

Thy rustic melody of peace ; 
Thy mossy hridge, thy sylvan dove, — 

Meek singer of " the Fleece." 

No battle tale thy lips rehearse ; 

No stormy scenes thy pencil suit ; 
Mild as the breath of May thy verse, 

The wood's own song inspires thy lute. 

We know thy musing eye could trace 
The clear brook tinkling down the glen ; 

Or paint each hue of Nature's fece, — 
Thou Gainsborough of the pen ! 



TO DTEB. 

Whether rich flush of summer day 
Warm nest of piping wood-lark fill ; 

Or twilight wave her banner grey, 
On Grongar's purple hill. 

Green to the gate, farm leaf-embower'd \^ 
The smiling garden-plat before ; 

Dim porch where early red-rose flowered ; 
Gray childhood singing at the door : — 

The glimm'ring path of trees in June ; 

The white sheep flashing like a shield ; 
The fuU-orb'd silver harvest-moon. 

Lighting the farmer late a-field: — * 

Birds, flowers, orchard, sheaves, and bees, 
Before th* enamoured reader pass ; 

And all that cheer'd thine eye he sees. 
Of water, landscape, tree, or grass. 

• This image is taken from " The Fleece." 



THE GOLDEN BOUGH. 

The Dardan Wanderer, doomed to flee 

Over the ocean-desert wide, 
Still pined his father's face to see; 

Still for his father's arms he sigh'd.* 

Long time he sigh'd, nor sigh'd in vain : 
And hark ! his anxious heart heats high ; 

Blest promise of the Sibyl-strain — 
The lonely wood is nigh. 

In doubt and prayer, he lingers — lo ! 

He sees a little shadow pass ; 
Two doves, in all their silver glow. 

Alight upon the grass. 



* The visit of iBneas to the SibyPs cave, and the plucking of the 
Golden Bough which conducted him to the abode of his father, 
Anchises, are in the recollection of every reader. 



THE GOLDEN BOI3GH. 

Dear messengers of hope from heaven ! 

Before his watchful eyes they glide ; 
And look I the sacred Bough is given ; 

And see ! his father at his side ! 

Sweet tale in Fancy's colours drawn : 
And has Religion's hand of light, 

Fairer than rosy-finger'd dawn, 
No moral in that song to write ? 

Have we no path of gloom to trace ? 

No cave of terrors to descend ? 
No brighter Bough death's cloud to chase ? 

No holier Prophet for our friend ? 

Have we no vanish'd face to seek ? 

No hand that dried our childish tear ? 
No lip that loved our infant cheek ? 

No voice that soothed our sickness here ? 



10 THE GOLDEN BOUGH. 

Long faded now the Eden rose ! 

But ever in its flowering youth, 
The Tree of heavenly Wisdom grows, 

In God's green Paradise of Truth. 

Oh, pluck this Bough of Gold ! and soon, 
By Dove of whiter heauty led, 

Thy prayer shall reap a richer hoon ; 
A tenderer Father crown thy head. 



11 



THE LAST OF SEVEN. 

Nay, be not angry, chide her not, 
Although the chUd has err'd; 

Nor bring the tears into her eyes 
By one ungentle word. 

When that sweet linnet sang, before 
Our summer roses died, — 

A sister*s arm was round her neck, 
A brother at her side. 

But now in grief she walks alone. 

By ev'ry garden-bed ; 
That sister's clasping arm is cold ; 

That brother's voice is fled. 



12 THE LAST OF SEVEN. 

And when she sits beside my chair, 
With face so pale and meek, 

And eyes bent o'er her book, I see 
The tears upon her cheek. 

Then chide her not ; but whisper now, 
" Thy trespass is forgiven ;" 

How canst thou frown in that pale face ?- 
She is the last of seven. 
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TO AN OLD LIVING POET. 

Dear Friend and Poet ! balmy June 
Sheds light and fragrance o'er thy head, 

And still the blackbird's hidden tune 
At sunrise lures thee from thy bed. 

Each olden book, like radiant clime 

Over the azure Indian sea. 
Unlocks dark treasuries of time, 

Fame's pearls and rubies unto thee. 

Wreathing thy gate at mom and eve, 
Linger fair spirits of the lyre ; 

Soft raiment for thy thoughts to weave. 
Or warm thee with fond eyes of fire. 



14 TO AN OLD LIVING POET. 

Poet of field, and flower, and brook ; 

Of moonlit hamlet, grassy tomb ! 
Thy lip from Fancy's golden book, 

Pours wisdom through the Scholar's room. 

Teach us one pensive, studious hour. 
At mom or noon to give to thee ; 

On Nature's shrine to lay one flower, 
And learn one lesson at her knee. 

Be mine thy winter evening's close ! 

No cloud of storm — no voice of strife ! 
And childhood's own sweet-scented rose, 

Blooming along the edge of life. 



15 



THE FIRST-BORN.* 

Beautiful, Arcadian Girl I the sun on flower and tree, 
And beautiful the April wind, that dreams upon the sea ; 
White farm among the com, rude hymns of peasants 

reaping ; 
Tremulous dove among the leaves, its twilight watches 

keeping. 

And beautiful the hushing of green linnet in her nest. 

Her young beneath her darkling wings, the sunset on her breast ; 

When hedge-row trees and grass are Ht with red and purple 

gleam, 
Like Angel, smiling upon Grief, through shadows of a dream. 

* See the channing fragment of Euripides. 



16 THE riBST-BOBN. 

And pleasant to thy glowing heart, at summer eve to wait, 
Till Moonlight, with her calm white feet, glides to the cottage 

gate; 
Thy trusting eyes upturned unto thy love with timid grace, — 
He feels thine arm ahout his neck, thy dewy kisses on his face. 

Beautiful, O gentle girl ! these precious thoughts to thee, 

Fragrant sheaves long harvested in home of memory! 

But when the sun fades from thy cheek, the raven from thy 

hair. 
The heart forgetting all its songs, wakes only unto prayer : — 

Thou lookest for a gleeful form, thy tearful eyes to greet, 
While winter gathers on thy head, the shadow round thy feet ; 
Thrice heautiful. Arcadian Girl, lute, stream, and flowers may 

be, — 
Dearer, lovelier, then, the voice of thy first-born child to 

thee ! 
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GREEK LOVER TO THE BELOVED. 

The spirit of mine eyes is faint, 

With gazing on thy light ; 
I close my eyelids, and within 

I see thee shining bright^ 
Colouring the mist of gloom. 

Like flower-bird at night ! * 

Thy Beauty wanders by my side, 

Li shady grove and lea ; 
I hear thee in the bird that sings 

Upon the myrtle-tree ; 
Thy face, from every sylvan stream. 

Smiles fondly up to me. 

* The reader of Philostratus will remember the romantic affecta- 
tion of the Greek Euphuists, whose manner is imitated in this 
poem. 

C 



18 OBEEK LOVEB TO THE BELOVED. 

On fount and tree the moonlight sleeps ; 

Thy Beauty will not part — 
Under my weary lids it dwells, 

lovely that thou art ! 
From thy dark eyes the sweet breath falls 

Like odour on my heart ! 



19 



THE SISTER-ANGELS. 

CHEEBFUii watch-word ! wandering on 
Through stony path, and briar, and weed ; 

A Guardian- Spirit* journeys too. 
By way-side sowing Eden seed. 

From Heaven two humbler friends are sent, 
With staff and lamp our feet to guide ; 

Faith's ling*ring, trustftd eye may see 
Blessing and Trial side by side, — 

Sister- Angels, ever travelling 
Time's road of pleasure and alarm ; 

Blessing on Trial sunshine scatters ; 
Trial on Blessing breathes a charm. 

* St. Matthew, xviii. 10. 



20 THE SISTEB- ANGELS. 

When the twilight shutter whispers, 
Trial the threshold-stone hath crost ; 

Her mild-eyed sister, Blessing, sprinkles 
Embalming spikenard on the lost. 

Some sweet and holy comfort rises ; 

The mourner's home rare perfume fills ; 
And the dear face, by hope transfigured, 

Pours sunlight from the distant hills.* 

They who in merchant-ships go down. 
Through lonely ocean-paths to roam, — 

See purple lights the billow tinging, 
And rainbow starting out of foam. 

So Blessing's footstep trembles over 
Life's angry storms of fear and night ; 

In the dark surge and track of Trial, 
Kindling a rainbow of delight. 

* Psalm cxx*. 1. 



THE 8ISTEB-AKGELS. 21 

Nor sea alone, but sounding forest, 
Cloud-beaten mountain, verdant glade, — 

Their Blessing find in summer sun ; 
Her sister. Trial, in wintry shade. 

Blame not the poet, then, if gazing 

On stream and wood, — in joy or gloom, 

He learns from sea, grass, flower, the lesson 
That sun and rain bring richest bloom. 

Thus Blessing's smile is sweetest ever, 
When her pale Sister's veil she breaks : 

And sharpest Trial grows fairer— dearer. 
When Blessing dries her streaming cheeks. 



22 



CHILDHOOD SLEEPING. 

Sleep on ! Springes rosj-bosom^d Hours 
Soft pillow for thy slumber bring ; 

While Evening heaps thy bed with flowers, 
And shades thee with her purple wing. 

In twilight copse and meadow slra^ng, 
Since wet leaves shone in red daybreak, 

She lieth down, and tired of playing, 
Darkens the warm grass with her cheek. 

On heavy eyes one arm she folds. 
Her hair, like vine-rings, idly fanned ; 

And still, with half-closed finger, holds 
The withered daisies in her hand. 



CHILDHOOD SliEEPlNG. 23 

Hush ! wake her not I the woodland streams 

Dew on her weary spirit shed ; 
Stir not the garland of bright dreams 

That Sleep has bound about her head ! 



24 



THE FAMILY BURIAL-GROUND. 



[In his early days, and while speaking with enthnsiasni of the 
solemn glories of Westminster Abbey, Mr. Burke declared that he 
would rather sleep "in the southern comer of a little country 
churchyard," tlum in the tomb of the Capulets; that his dust 
might mingle with the ashes of his kindred : *' the fiunily burial- 
ground,** he said, '*had something in it peculiarly soothing and 
dear.**] 



Deab the banner'd pride to thee, 
Of Fancy's gorgeous ancestry. 
But, oh ! the wondrous charm of love, 
Grenius* dazzling spell above. 
The rapt Enchanter feels the hour 
Of a mightier Wizard's power. 
Father, mother, sister, rise, — 
Life's eariy trees, and fields, and skies ; 



THE FAMILY BUBIAL-GBOUND. 25 

And all the crowding pomp of Art 
Melts in warm sunshine of the heart. 
Fond the thought, and soft the sound, 
Affection's own green burial-ground ! 
There Childhood wears its osier crown. 
There Age, white Pilgrim, lays him down. 
Moonlit hillock's slope between, 
The mourner's pausing shade is seen. 

Vision of hope, and joy, and rest ; 
Clasp it, Sorrow ! to thy breast. 
Alike within our Father's eye, 
The dead of every land and sky : 
Swelling turf with daisies white. 
In English spring-time's chequer'd light ; 
Or Indian pastor's slumber calm. 
Under the broad leaf of the palm. 
He sees them, children of one hearth, 
Wide-scatter'd sleepers of the earth, 



26 THE FAMILT BUBIAJL-GEOUND. 

At the same trumpet-peal to wake : 
When scorched creation*s pillars shake, 

As never yet smce Time hegan ; 
People on people, — ^waves on waves, 
From the dim, heaving sea of graves. 

Rush the pale family of man ! 



UNDER A GREEK STATUE. 

O BEAUTiruL I when Venus sprung, 

Eve of the waters, out of night, 
And round her breast fair tresses clung, 

Bloom-garland of delight : 
With lip, and cheek, and eye, like thine, 

And motion breathing music sweet. 
She made the azure sea — her shrine ; 

The white foam — lilies for her feet ! 
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A MAY-SONG. 

Welcome to our fields and bowers, 
Queen of smiles, and Queen of flowers ; 
Sleepest thou the winter through 
Till the birth of Vemal dew, 
In far-off ivory palace fair, 
Luird by perfumes rich and rare ; 
'No horn to blow, no foot to wait. 
At the enchanted emerald gate ? 

Haste, sweet Friend, appear ! appear ! 
A thousand voices call thee here. 

Sprinkle bloom on orchard tree ; 
Bring to grief its hour of rest ; 
Music to the linnet's nest ; 

And a gleeful heart to me. 



A MAT-SONG. 29 

Faded he, whose tuneful song 
Welcomed thee, and wish'd thee long ; * 
And closed his meek enamour'd eye, 
Poet of Court of Faery ; 
Oft straying on the glistening grass. 
When Moonlight looks in Flora's glass, 
With Elfin Queen and gambolling Fay, 
On Hipcut Hill to gather May.f 

Gladness from her cave of cloud. 
Upon the waking earth has bow'd ; 
Riches flow on bower and sea. 
But I am poor in wanting thee. 
Brightest May- Queen, Emily. 

Hark ! along the covert green, 

The rustling hawthorn-leaves between, 

Milton. t Drajton ; see his Nymphydia. 



30 A MAT-SONG. 

I hear thy voice of pleasure ring, 
Thou dear Good Angel of the Spring.* 

Bloom and odour every morn, 
Plenty scatters from her horn — 
Then why, sweet May, am I forgot ? 
Why dost thou regard uid nbt^? 
Shall hlossoms hang on- hedge and tree. 
And my dear Flower not come to me ? 

* The Nightingale ; Ben Jonson. 
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A BALLAD WITH A MORAL.* 

" Dbink and away ! " 't were sweet to lie 

By the fountain-side, and dream 
Of garden fair,— of Houri's eye, — 

Of the ever-flowing stream; 
And pleasant now to each weary limb. 

Tall grass in the noon of day ; 
This shadowy palm, so cool and dim : 

But ling:er not — drink ! — away I 

"Drink and.away!" no sabre-shine 
Flashes back to the warrior's eye ; 

Nor along the horizon's golden line. 
The Arabian tent I spy : 



* Shaw mentions a well in Barbary with the inscription '* Drink 
and away !'* the spot being infested by robbers. 



32 A BALLAD WITH A MORAL. 

No flame-eyed steed, of Yemen's breed, 
Flies like mist at torch of day ; — 

With assassin's sword thy breast may bleed ; 
Then linger not — drink ! — ^away ! 

In the Moorish land, on the crystal well, 

The pilgrim's eye may see — 
When the merchant sleeps with the camel bell- 

The warning — " Drink and flee ! " 
For arrow from sounding bow may leap, 

And the wandering robber-spear 
Blaze on that tranquil hour of sleep, 

By that water soft and clear. 

So the traveller o'er the waste of earth, 
When by Pleasure's well he lies, 

And hears the silvery harp of Mirth, 
And beholds the bright stars rise : — 



A BALLAD WITH A MORAL. 33 

Let him beware, with stealthy snare, 

The Foe of his soul at night. 
With poisoned arrow may wound him there — 

Drink — drink ! — ^prepare for flight ! 

In the Hebrew land, by a fountain*s brink. 

Eighteen hundred years ago, 
A Holy Traveller stooped to drink 

In summer-eyening*s glow : 
He offered the stranger*s lip a spring, 

That cheers in the hottest day ; 
That Water of Life still Faith can bring. 

Nor bids us drink, and flee away. 
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SUMMER. 

Through the long gloom of winter drear, 
In parlour-twilight sadly sitting, 

We pined to see thee shining here ; 
Thy colours o'er our gardens flitting. 

And if, perchance, in antique page, 
Fresh thyme or olive-branch we found, 

Or gathered flower of elder age. 
That bloom'd upon Italian ground ; 

Or if at midnight hour we heard, 
From moonlit boughs, the gushing tune 

Of green Colonos' dearest bird, — 
We thought of England's leafy June. 
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No shadow of inspired sage 

Upon our dewy fields may rest ; 
But Health builds here a hermitage ; 

This turf a fairy-foot has prest. 

Oh, could we have thee ever by, 
With eye so bright, and song so clear ; 

No tempest rolling up thy sky ; 
No roses dying in thine year ! 

Nay, ask it not ! the verdurous wall. 
That round our earthly dwelling grew, 

Beneath the Tempter's feet might fall, 
While home the Guardian Angel flew. 

Then, Summer, let thy wings decay : 
Green boughs, and flowers, and birds, depart ; 

So Faith, Peace, Hope, by night and day, 
Grow, bloom, and warble in our heart. 
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PARADISE REMEMBERED BY 
MILTON. 

Enchanter throned in palace dark, 
Dear sights thy saddened heart beguiled ; 

From matted turf up-rose the lark ; 
Summer and childhood flower'd and smiled. 

Scythe flashing in thin wave of grass ; 

Red moonlights shade round bending sheaves ; 
Vine clamb'ring wild o'er cottage glass ; 

Flocks, meadows, birds, and gilded leaves : — 

By memVy's magic pencil drawn ; 

All blossomed, rustled, kindled round ; 
And sweet-briar, brush'd by wakeful fawn, 

Scatter'd white spray on Eden-ground. 



PARADISE REMEMBERED. 37 

There the hot Eastern landscape glow'd, 
Smooth pahn-tree, and, in long array, 

Famt pilgrims toiling up the road, — 
Fierce Arabs thund'ring on their prey. 

How blackly o'er thine inward eye 

The solemn glades of cedar closed ! 
And crimson clouds rolFd down the sky ; 

Or Angels in citron bowers reposed ! 

In vain, the incense-breathing day 
Through opal-colour*d portal burn'd ; 

In vain, thine own voluptuous May, 
With pomp of bloom and lyre, returned. 

To wood, fount, sun, and garden, blind, — 
Yet felt thy quick'ning blood along. 

Through every swelling vein of mind. 
Ripe Summer woke thee into song. 



38 PARADISE REMEMBERED. 

Darkness — than gorgeous day more blest ! — 
In stillest depths thy voice to nurse, 

Folded thick boughs upon thy rest — 
Lone Nightingale of verse. 

So gardens from the shadowy deep, 
Columbus ! round thy dungeon bloom'd ; 

Untrodden forests in thy sleep, 
The dying form of day entomb'd. 

Not Beauty in her zone of charms. 
On red-rose pillow, dew-impearPd ; 

Not Poet*s dream of heavenly arms. 
Shines like the waking of a world. 
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WISDOM TAUGHT BY A FAIRY. 

[" When I was first here, I became weary of this rock on which 
we live, and was one day crying beside a fountidn, when I gathered 
a little b ue flower, and plucking its leaves, one by one, let them 
drop into the water. Presently, the waves rose, and a small stream 
started up in the centre of the fountain, which, as I looked at it, 
seemed to take a familiar form. It beckoned me, and smiled, and 
I heard a voice say : * Magueloune, will you be the fiedries' sister 
and see all you desire ? ' " — A Pilgrimage to Auvergne.} 



NoE battle-cry, nor rude, nor stern, 
The lay that murmur'd, green Auvebgne, 
When down the sparkling fountain cast, 
Blue flower on flower floated past : 
The bright waves gathering, one by one, 
In silvery column to the sun; 
Transparent chamber to enclose 
The Fairy-spirit, as she rose. 
Buddier light than southern moon 
Flushed thy fair cheek, MAOuEiiOUNE ; 



40 WISDOM TAUGHT BT A FAIBT. 

When stole the whisper, — " Come and see 
All wondrous things unlocked to thee, 
In the rich homes of Faery." 

Xor, philosophic Reasoner, spurn 
* This pleasant tale of green Auvergns. 
Clear the truthful moral shines. 
If pausing Wisdom read the lines. 
When toss'd by Grief, or Sin's rough shock. 
We hang upon Life's wave-girt rock, 
A mild Yoice warbles sweeter tune 
Than touch'd thy young heart, Magueloune. 
Hidden in common grass and flower. 
Of joy and peace some precious dower ; 
Bless'd with the charm, if pluck'd aright. 
To call from clearer fount of light 
A lovelier Fairy into sight ; 
With costlier gifts earth's wealth above, 
And holier Sisterhood of love I 
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PHANTASY. 

With joyous May -time art thou flown ! 
Wilt thou leave me all alone ? 
Never, never more to spread 
Thy silver feathers on my bed ? 
Open, Sweet ! thine eyes divine ; 
Breathe, Beloved ! into mine. 
Alas ! in vain I beckon thee, 
Thy bright eyes clouded, Phantasy ! 
Dear Charmer of the bosom ! — Time 

No more of lute delights to speak ; 
And thou hast long forgot thy chime ; 

The rose hath long forgot thy cheek. 
Through Beauty's gate. Love, Hope, and Glee, 
Lead thee no more with minstrelsy. 
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And thy sad heart in these dark skies 
'Mid shower and rainhow faintly sings ; 

Thy music in the vapour dies ; 
The parting colour on thy wings. 
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AN APOLOGY FOR CRAMBO.* 

You ask me what I think of all 

These flowers you bring to Wit's gay market ; 
While clouds of blossom seem to fall 

From Muses' orchard on the carpet : — 

Proverb, word, and rhymeless name. 
Which swift or halting pencil traces ; 

While Mirth her odorous torch of flame 
Sits waving over all your faces. 

I deem it wise, if now and then, 
When winter eves grow dark and cold, 

We borrow Fancy's diamond pen, 
And strew our page with poets' gold. 

• In answer to " What do you think of our Amusements 1 " 
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Not long you play ; another hour 
Each dewy tint will steal away ; 

And Evening's little closing flower 
Fall withered on the tomb of Day ; — 

Eve's flower of blooming minutes made ; 

Where Love, the radiant spirit, lies, 
With wing in light, or wing in shade, 

As Beauty turns or hides her eyes. 

Then wonder not, if lingering here 
With Youth and Pleasure in their prime. 

We cull from Fiction's purple year 
One rose to wreathe the wheels of Time. 
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REMEMBRANCE OF A DEPARTED YEAR. 

WRITTEN ON A BIBTH-DAT. 

Deep in sunless depth of night, 
Moulders Ring of Eastern might : 
Jasper column, crystal dome, 
Magic Prince's glittering home, 
Flashing, melting, like sea foam. 
Conscience ! thou hast power to bind 
Brighter jewel on our mind ; 
Oft the curious eye may trace 
In its shining, darkening face. 
Changeful feelings, thoughts that rise, — 
Which are evil, which are wise. 
Has thy solemn eye of light, 
Ring ! been clouded most, or bright ? 
Summer leaves and winter blast, — 
Both gone — since I woke thee last I 
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Oh, could far-roaming Fancy bring 

One leafy image on her wing, 

From that loved tree, whose pillar'd gloom 

Wound in dark aisles through Milton's room !* 

Wide-stretching Banyan ! happy we, 

Learning the lesson taught by thee ; 

From the green stem of youth, to rear 

Fresh bough of beauty ev'ry year ! 

Then each returning day might shed 

Cool shelter round our aching head ; 

And Pain, and Age, and Want, and Grief, 

Sleep in still twilight of the leaf. 

Conscience ! to thy shrine I cling ! 

Speak ! true Grenius of the Ring ! 



* The manner in which the banyan strikes its branches into the 
ground has suggested a splendid description in " Paradise Lost." 
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A SIMILITUDE. 

In Thalaba, — thrice wondrous tale ! — 

Before th' Arabian's weary eye, 
With nectar-fruit was seen to sail 

The Green Bird through the lonely sky. 

So Hope — Earth's Bird of Paradise — 
To sad, foot- bleeding pilgrim brings. 

From green sun-garden in the skies, 
The grape of promise on its wings. 

And though Time's ploughshare, rudely driven. 
Sweet thoughts — heart's violets — may destroy ; 

Fresh blossoms, nurst by dew of heaven, 
Spring up to fill our breast with joy. 
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Over the ruins of Youth's dream, 
Seeds, dropt by unseen fingers, fall; 

To grow in Faith*s awakening gleam, 
Like flowers along a mouldering wall. 
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LIGHT AND SHADE. 

When that proud Queen of fame and song,* 
To all the Mantuan Muses dear, 

On blazing death-pile struggled long, 
Her heart-blood flowing in each tear : 

Swift-gliding through empurpled air, 
With broad plume sparkling in the sun, 

The silver-footed Iris there, 

Came down to Love*s forsaken one. 

So oft into the mourner's room, 
Kind Messenger of peace hath flown ; 

With voice of comfort, wing of bloom. 
By Mantuan Poet never known. 



* See the description of Dido's death, in the sixth book of the 
.£neid. 
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Round Sorrow's bed the vapours drear, 
Before that heavenly friend are fled ; 

A softer music soothes the ear ; 
A richer Rainbow wreathes the head. 

Who has not felt the languid hour 

Each mental nerve unbind ? 
No colour of life's closing flower 

Cheers the faint sickness of the mind. 

Bright Poesy's Enchanted Lamp, 
In vain far-trav'Uing Genii brought : 

One low'ring blackness, cold and damp. 
Clouded the jewelry of Thought. 

Then dimly glimmer on the sight. 
Banners by Bard or Sage unfurl'd : — 

Fades the long march of King and Knight ;- 
Recedes the Pageant of the World. 
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Lo ! the black curtam, fold on fold, 
In sudden sun-burst melts and flies ; — 

Once more Life's crowded stage of gold 
Rushes in glory on our eyes. 

Thus o'er the changeful heart of man, 
Like twilight boughs on April grass. 

Scattered by mild Aurora's fan-— 
The cloud and sunshine pass. 



52 



THE LILY. 

Come forth of fairest flowers most fair, 
The curtain of thy sleep unfold ; 

Like veil from Cytherea^s hair, 
By her white-handed Maidens roll'd. 

Long has thy drooping eye reposed. 
Meek Hermitess of watery dale ! 

Long thine odorous lip been closed, 
Since Autumn sigh*d upon the gale. 

Thou fearest not the winter gloom ; 

Thunders that rend the blazing pole ; 
For Maia paints thy cheek with bloom ; 

And Flora spins thy silver stole. 
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Fancy at sunset-hour may see 

Our Eden Mother stoop before 
Thy glistening cup, beneath the tree 

That wove her dwelling's leafy door. 

Thy loving Maker's text of peace !* 
Preach us the sermon that He taught ; 

Oft as life's busy murmurs cease, 
Breathing mute wisdom on our thought. 

* St. Matthew, yi. 28. 
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CUPID IN THE CAVE OF DEATH. 

AH APOLOGUE. 

Cupid's wings were faint, for he 

Had roam'd by field, and bower, and sea. 

Weaker the little traveller grew ; 

Faded more the tender blue 

Of his sky-tinctured plumage, when, 

In the green hollow of a glen, 

A cave he enter'd : — All was night. 

Save that in flush of aureate light. 

Along the rude deserted place 

Streamed the mild lustre of his face. 

Soft languor round the wand'rer crept, — 
Quiver and Bow unstrung — he slept. 
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What figure black, with noiseless tread, 
Creeps ghost-like to the stranger's bed, 
Still as snow on forest river ? — 
His pale hand snatch'd the golden quiver ; 
For the bright arrows, dipt in dew 
From fresh Elysian flowers, he threw 
Six painted darts, with ghastly smile. 
This careless dreamer to beguile. 

Now the lone shepherd hail'd afar 

The dawning of the even star. 

His shadow lengthening down the plain, — 

When Cupid from the dewy chain 

Of slumber started, — Bland repose 

On his lip had waked the rose. 

Thoughtless of the cruel wrong 

Done him by that archer strong ; 

Running his eager eyes along 

The shining Bow and silken string. 

He shook the dampness from his wing ; 
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Then bound the quiver as before, 
And leaping from that gloomy rest, 
With mirthful malice in his breast. 
Began his pilgrimage once more. 

But soon a plaintive cry arose. 

And oft at summer evening's close, 

A mourning band, in rustic state. 

Wound through the village churchyard gate. 

And still we sigh at Cupid's name. 

Since he from that dark cavern came. 

To think that love should end in woe ! 

Death's arrows fly from Cupid's Bow ! 



L'ENVOI. 

Poor offering, to thee I send 

This antique story, dearest Friend ! 
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Nor will it fright thy loving heart, 

That Death of yore, with wicked art, 

In Cupid's quiver hid his dart. 

For thou hast learnt from truth divine. 

To kneel before a holier shrine ; 

To rest beneath a mightier wing, — 

And Death has lost the victory, the Grave its sting ! 



••'58 



PRECIOUS STONES SET. 

IMAGES AND MORALS. 

What colours rise, 
O changeful Sapphire ! from thy bosom deep. 
Violet by mossy beech that lies ; 
And the blue heaven of poetic sleep : — 

Blue as the veil 
Upon Olympian face by shepherd seen, 
Far-buried in a dim Thessalian dale, 
When evening shone behind the myrtle screen. 

But darker fires 
From the green Emerald glittered on the ground. 
When dazzled eyes of the old Hebrew sires 
Saw th' Egyptian warfare blazing round. 
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In Eastern tale,* 
Before th' uplifted Emerald's verdant dye, 
The serpent shudders through each painted scale ; 
While shrinks the flaming menace of its eye. 

So at Faith's gaze,— 
Magnificent victory of the weak ! — 
Each trembling Viper-passion, in amaze 

Clouds its fire-darting crest and sanguine streak. 

Wreathing white arms 
Of Persian queen on pillow of perfume. 
Decked with the magic girdle of her charms. 
Voluptuous Ruby bums in shadowy room. 

History sad. 
Of the world's jewels in their orient pride ; 
When the warm prosperous sunshine makes them glad, 
Illumining our dwellings far and wide. 



* There is an Oriental tradition, that a serpent looking stead- 
fastly on an emerald becomes blind. 
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Breathe the black cloud, 
Trial ! from thy hot wilderness of woe ! 
Ruby and Sapphire of our life inshroud; 
Drive thy fierce tempest on the Emerald's glow. 

They fade! they fly! 
Glory, and bloom, and variegated hue — 
Like autumn rainbow melting into sky ; 
Or from rich orchard bough the shaken dew. 

Inspiring thought ! 
Like early Spring to Sickness* heavy eyes, 
Or fragrant flower from Scripture garden brought ;- 
We may buy gems whose lustre never dies. 

O goodly Pearl ! 
Not in calm waters of Arabian sea, 
Not where the flashing tents of Ind unfurl 
Their curtains to the sun, we look for thee. 
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One fruitful field,* 
With ever-shining store of beauty blest, 
To each meek earnest hand the prize will yield, — 
If the clear eye of toil close not in rest. 

• St. Matthew, xiii. 44.. ^ 
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BEAUTY AND SORROW, 

AN ALLEGOBT. 

Beauty long with Pleasure dwelt, 
Nor thought of age or trouble felt ; 
Alas ! alas ! the flow'ry May 
With greenest gardens will not stay ! 
Hesper in the blue sky shone. 
Beauty to her rest had gone. 
Was it moaning of night breeze, 
Or the rustle of thick trees. 
Or shrill tapping of wood bird ? — 
Beauty started when she heard. 
At lonely hour, so dark and late, 
A stranger knocking at the gate. 
Pale her sunken cheek, and thin, 
Soft her words the heart to win : — 
Tender Beauty let her in. 
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O evil day, O hapless hour, 

When SoBBOw came to Beauty's Bower, — 

With silver lute and lulling strain, 

She charm*d the stranger's ear in vain. 

Lute and song were thrown away ; 

The rising sun, the setting day. 

Their footsteps never can divide : — 

Still Sobbow walks at Beauty's side ! 
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TO A FRIEND, 

WITH TATLOB*S " HOLY LIVING AND DYING." 

Think not, Belov'd, youth's gilded bark 
Stripped of its sunny sail or pride, 

Drifting thee over billows dark, 
With mirth nor music by thy side : — 
No ! — rather comes this holy Guide 

With fondest, tenderest, hand to bind 
Clear lanthom on the mast, and light 

Thy voyage through storms and tribes unkind. 
In the world's chequer'd gloom of night. 

Look out with radiant eyes and brow. 

Anticipation ! from the prow. 

Yet it were well, round the gay board 
With flowers by smiling Graces spread, 
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When Pleasure's mantling wine is pour'd, 
And Love's own roses crown the head, 
And not a blushing leaf is dead : — 

One still, small, whisp'ring note to raise, 
From Contemplation's mournful string ; 

To cast one shade of Autumn days 
Over the flush and song of Spring. 

So let the sacred form of Truth 

Sit at the Festival of Youth. 
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DREAMS IN A- WINTER NIGHT. 

A VISION shone upon my sleep, 
A summer sleep of sun and dew ; 

Domes many-colour'd, valleys deep ; 
Faces and robes of various hue : — 

Bright galley floats to warblei strain,* 
With broad gold-shadow by its side ; 

On my warm face drops colour'd rain 
From fans of Paphos, blossom-dyed. 

Hot eyes, with scorching thirst of sight. 
Drink th' Egyptian magic in ; 

Lo ! the swift-driving storm of blight — 
And hushed the Carnival of Sin ! 

* Cleopatra sailing down the Cydnus. 
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A second vision charmed me soon ; 

Sheep glimmering in the scattered stream ; 
Long hedge-rows double in the moon ; 

Grey bridge of ivy spans the dream. 

Then Sunmier tunes and flowers unwound, 
Ripe Autumn warms the mist of night ; 

And draws the poet's pillow round 
The crimson curtains of delight. 

Landscape and cornfield cease to be ; 

Dun cloud of Parthian plumes I saw ; 
Ten thousand flaming swords on me, 

Ten thousand twanging bows they draw. 

That vision fades : — cathedral shines 
Through smoke of slumber with white glare ; 

And Fancy's cluster of rich vines 
From roof and window gilds the air. 
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'Mid dewy boughs of myrtle shrine, 

Graces, in balmy times of yore, 
Waved the thin robe of bloom divine, 

Their Mistress* half-closed eyes before.* 

Quick glancing in the setting sun. 
Each tint the silver tissue caught : — 

So the warm rays of Mem'ry run 
Through the night-woven web of Thought. 

♦ Venus attired by the Graces. 
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THE LAND OF THORNS. 

[" Another said, * I saw a strong city in the mountains, in which 
dwell the wise, and in silence they had raised their heads towards 
heaven ; but nobles and servants went out of the city down into the 
plidn and came into the Land of Thorns. On a sudden there was a 
loud cry ; fire had come forth, and great apprehensions seized the 
souls of all.' * That city,' said Zal, * is the House of Continuance, 
the Land of Thorns, the abode of evil here below. A storm cometh, 
an earthquake rocks the ground— but all evil remains in the Land 
of Thorns, and man goeth to the city in the clouds.' **—Shak Nameh 

of FutDAUSI.] 

We have come from greener mountains, 

Brighter city built of old ; 
With its crystal -dropping fountains, 

And its open gates of gold. 



Yes ! we have left a bluer sky, 
Scented Air of softer moms. 

And loving Angel company. 
To wander in the Land of Thorns. 
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Nor may we sorrow or repine, 
As scenes of Eden-beauty flee ; — 

If still Thine eye of mercy shine, 
Father of Love ! if we have Thee. 

On Persian dreamer broke the roar 
Of stormy fire, that Death unshrouds ; 

While the glad Exile-train, once more 
Climbs to its city in the clouds. 

Fann'd into light the story burns ; 

Each melting vapour tinged and riven ; 
And Man to Paradise returns ; 

And Thorn-Land blossoms into Heaven ! 
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THE DIAMOND AND RUBY GATES. 

Lady ! methinks in life there glitter 
Two Gates of loveliness most divine ; 

An angel watches either Portal, 
Feeding bright fires upon either shrine. 

The colouriess Diamond Gate is Youth ; 

Hope, the Angel who beckons us in ; 
MournfuUer Age is the Ruby Gate, 

Where Memory sits our steps to win. 

Beautiful both ! but when the Angel 
That Portal of Ruby draws aside, — 

O wondrous sight ! in crystal mirror 
We behold our vanished history glide. 
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Our loved, our treasured, our lost return ; 

While that beaming Diamond Gate of Youth 
Its lustre throws on the opposite door, 

And Fancy's sun sinks red upon Truth. 

Thus, when I linger to-night in the gate-way 
Of Memory, whose garden now breathes in my face, 

A soft- streaming ray from Youth's white Portal 
Kindles the air with summer of grace. 

All the warm colours of dove's neck, or rainbow. 
Painting or gilding our spring in its bloom. 

Blend in rich frames to encircle thy portrait, 
That sparkles on every wall in the room. 
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A BOHEMIAN CUSTOM ILLUSTRATED. 

[In a Tillage of German Bohemia, the body is laid out on the bed. 
By its side stand a burning lamp and a cup of holy water. The 
neighbours come in softly, one after another, step slowly up to the 
bed, and kneel down. They then dip a little bunch of six ears of 
com, bound together, into the water, sprinkle the winding-sheet, 
and, having turned it down to take one more look at the face of the 
departed, stand a few minutes in melancholy contemplation, and 
then retire.] 

Unstibb'd by trump of arming camp, 
A Soldier sleeps with burning lamp. 
Wielded he the flashing brand 
For dear hearths of fatherland, 
When the hot smoke swept the town ?— 
It is well I kneel softly down. 
Drooping here the blood-stain'd crest, 
The white sheet rustles round his breast. 
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Perchance the gentler Pastor he, 
Whom village elders come to see, 
And Childhood's wond'ring ifacie inclined, 
Clasping its little hands behind. • 
No bruised flower by sorrow's rain 
Beat down, but he would raise again. 

High the wheaten cluster wave ! 

Flag of victory o'er the grave ! 

Merchant ! thou the pearl hast found ! 

Husbandman I how green thy ground ! 

Dark mountains crost*, — cloud, storm, and snow, 

Melted in one embathing glow — 

Light — Angels — Paradise below ! 

An Infant sleeps ! no wintry storm 
Rush'd that blossom to deform ; 

• Jeremiah, xiii. 16. 
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But a freshening summ^ breath 
Closed the fragrant leaves in death. 
Cold her little home of rest ; 
White dimpling pillow all unprest ! 
Lily! that never toil'd nor spun, 
Gone to bloom in warmer sun. 

Tears wiped off, a Mother there 
Bids farewell to home of care ; 
Like early gleam of heavenly day, 
. Shone^the Angel's wing to-day ; 
Bending t^th lip of love to cast 
Shade on the mirror as he pass'd. 

A Poet slum^)ers ! wind and rain 
Rent his singing 'robes in twain. 
Withered the green^ra8|w'ry smiles 
That curtain*d Fictidn's silver aisles ; 
Her winding miracles of light, 
Grem-dropt shrines and towers— all night! 
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Draw the white folds from the face 
Of each conqueror in time's race. 
Soldier, Pastor, Poet, Mother — 
First on one, and then on other, 
Turn the longing, lingering eye. 
Whisper, dearest, last good-by ! 
Read in water, lamp, and corn, 
Histories of a soul new-born ; 
Buried at night, to rise with morn. 
Neighbour ! — Friend ! — whoe'er thou art,- 
In life's busy struggling mart 
Put out thy talent, — Now depart! 
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THE THREE WELLS. 

[Isaac digged three wells. The first was called Contention ; for 
he drank the water of strife, and digged the well with his sword. 
The second was not altogether so hard a purchase ; he got it with 
some trouble, but, that being over, he had some room, and his 
fortune swelled, and he called his well Enlargement. But the 
third he called Abundance. — Jebemt Tatlob, Works, y. 368.] 

Eastern Wanderer ! life's dark book, 
Tum'd by thee, takes sunnier look. 
We know the wells thou digged*st, here 
By day and night, in hope and fear, 
Sin*s herbless desert scorching round. 
The Canaan- traveller is found. 
Fierce the arrowy tempest flows 
From the Legion's* bended bows; 
While the Dark Prince in the van 
Unfurls his Banner upon man. 

* St. Luke, Yiii. 30. 
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But he, with thoughts of blessing stor'd, 
Digs the deep fountain with his sword ; 
There brays the trumpet, twangs the string - 
Contention is the earliest Spring. 

Forward the eager traveller goes, 

The burning desert winds through foes ; 

Still that Dark Prince hov'ring near, 

With shield and bow, and plume and spear. 

In Faith's bumish'd armour clad, 

He turns the hot sand, bold and glad. 

Soon the silver columns rise. 

Sweeter roses, bluer skies ; 

Cornfields, pastures, orchards swell — 

Enlabgement is the second Well. 

The green path widens ; hour by hour. 
Rude desert smiles with tree and flower ; 
Dim-descried in cloud, he sees 
The distant City of Palm Trees ; 
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Though black the stormy gulf before 

The pilgrim treads that verdant shore ; 

But ever now, 'mid toil and heat, 

Fresh grass grows up round his feet. 

Again he digs, and bright and free 

Gushes the stream of melody. 

No more Sin's thorny waste to roam. 

He finds in Grospel-bowers a home ; 

Living waters — always by. 

To cool his lip and charm his eye. 

Morn, and noon, and eve the same, 

Nor want he knows, nor grief, nor shame — 

Abundance is the Fountain's name.* 

* ** Fop with thee is the well of life.*'-^P8ahn xvnri. 9. 
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A LEGEND OF LATIN ROMANCE.* 

Faint not, Psyche ! from the sky 
Watches one tender, guardian eye. 
The Angel-Zephyr's plumage fair 
Already cleaves the perfumed air, 



* The story of Cupid and Psyche has passed from the tale of 
Apuleius into most European languages. Pen and pencil have felt 
its charm. The walls of the Famese Palace shew its Influence on 
Raffaelle. A certain king had three daughters, of whom the 
youngest and fairest was named Psyche. Her beauty excites the 
anger of Venus, who commands her son to punish her by inspiring 
an unworthy attachment. In promoting his mother's design, 
Cupid becomes enamoured of the maiden, and when, in obedience 
to an oracle, she is exposed on a rock, he sends Zephyr to waft 
her away into a delightful valley, where a sumptuous palace is 
built for her reception. Here Psyche is espoused, and visited 
every night by Cupid, who, keeping himself invisible, declares 
that her happiness depends on her checking all curiosity to see 
him. But when the sisters of Psyche arrive, they persuade her 
that her husband is only a serpent, and hence the catastrophe. 
The tale of Cupid and Psyche is a beautiful allegory, representing 
the " progress of the Soul to perfection, the possession of divine 
love, and reward of immortality." 
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Like summer rose-leaf floating by, 
Or plume of Indian butterfly, 
Or flow'ry-colour'd mist dividing 
Before Aurora's wheels of gold : — 
So pleasantly the Maid behold. 
To bower of rest and beauty gliding. 

Long the verdurous journey, now 
Balmier breezes fan her brow ; 
Deep in winding vale of rose. 
Pleasure-dome of crystal glows ; 
Changeful, as red autumn star 
Flashes on towers of Sennamar.* 
In joy and fear the wanderer gazed, 
Pearl gate and emerald pillar blazed : 
Near her sigh'd a plaintive strain, — 
Not Eve's voice softer when she pray'd 



* Built by an Arabian king of a single stone, which changed its 
colour erery minute. 
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By moonlight in the cedam glade, — 
It murmurs, dies, and comes again : — * 
" Welcome to fair land of flowers, 
Welcome, beautiful Ladye ! 
Enter thy love-built home, and we, 
Wakeful band of summer Hours, 
Wander about thy path unseen ; 
We thy servants, thou the Queen." 

The gates swing back from gorgeous hall. 
Far stretches circling diamond wall ; 
Sunlight chequers ivory bed. 
Heaped with violets for her head ; 
And viewless music, soft and low. 
Blends with the perfume and the glow. 
That round warm heaving pillow flow. 
The warble fades, — a mellow chime 
In dark woods haiFd the even-time. 

* Apuleius mentions the invisible musicians. 
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But in that Vale of Bliss unknown, 
When daylight's ruddy smiles were flown : 
Broad shadows, ever bright and vast. 
From endless jasper columns cast. 
Along the enchanted palace lay, — 
Lamp more beautiful than day. 

Through the glimmering chamber stole 
Mild voice that stirr'd the maiden's soul ; 
Like ray of moonlight down grey tree. 
The Elysian Stranger glides to thee, 
Along the music's darkling stream. 
That winnows fragrance on Love's dream. 
And eve by eve, at sunset hour. 
The same sweet voice of dew and flower, 
Bless'd Psyche in her magic bower. 

But often in that cloudless sky. 
Tears dropped heavy from her eye. 
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And old familiar face and sound. 
In emerald court and orange ground, 
Haunted her footsteps round and round. 
" Bring my sisters dear to me," 
The sorrowing, lonely Lady sigh'd 
On the heavenly breast ; and he. 
In vain with word or fond caresses. 
To calm her troubled spirit tries ; 
Ever her tender suit she presses, — 
" Bring, bring my sisters, or I die I " 
When could a lover's lip deny ? 
Before light airs of summer eves. 
Wood- grass spot with chequer'd leaves. 
Angel-zephyr's clasping plume, 
His burden sad of death and doom. 
Lays down in Psyche's glittering room ! 

Alas, the day her sisters came. 
With eye of hate and torch of flame ! 
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Her heavenly lover, her adored, 
A frightful victim to the sword, 
With bitter curse and vow they brand. 
Psyche, soothed with whisper bland. 
They lead up gem-bespangled floor, 
The odour-breathing couch before, 
A lamp and dagger in each hand. 

What startles Psyche ? vision rare ! — 
Prince of Elysium slumbers there. 
Fresh rose-wreath dropping from his hair. 
Quick colours tremble to and fro. 
Brushing rich bloom of varying feather ; 
Beside his pillow hung together. 
The golden Quiver and the Bow. 
Psyche stooped her love to tell. 
The warm oil on the sleeper fell. 
Upstarting from the purple bed. 
Wide his flashing wings he spread. 
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" Farewell, Beautiful ! " he said, 

" Sharper pains thy sisters wait. 

Deadlier enmity of fate, 

Years on years : — I punish thee, 

O faithless love, by losing me.'* 

Weeping, kneeling, Psyche clings 

Unto his shining feet and wings ; 

Sad murmur breathes from viewless quire ; 

Crystal palace melts in fire ! 

But idle task and toil for me. 
Meek and beautiful Ladye,* 
To track thy weary feet along ; 
By river dark, up mountain way. 



* Psyche wanders over the world in search of the celestial lover 
whose favour she had forfeited, enduring many trials by Venus, 
one of which is to bring water from a fountiun guarded by ever- 
watchful dragons. Jupiter at length pities her misfortunes, endows 
her with immortality, and confirms her union with her forgiving 
husband. 
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To fount where flaming dragons lay ; 
Tliy heavy night, thy tearful day : — 
Far-off, upon my bright'ning song, 
The pageant of thy triumph dawns, 
And from the calm Olympian lawns. 
Joyous cittern echoes wide, — 
" Elysian lover, take thy bride." 

Legend, with thy silver lining, 
On cold night of fiction shining ; 
In chimes by thy sweet minstrel rung. 
Wisdom's scattered notes are strung ; 
Thoughts of pure love that fade nor die ; 
Pearls from clear-flowing Eastern sea. 
That bathes Romance* green shore, and he 
The silken string on which they lie. 

That bower of rose round crystal dome — 
Is Man*s Forefather*s Eden-home. 
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Unseen spirits, warbling string — 

His Guardian-angeFs voice and wing. 

Envious sisters Zephyr brought — 

Satan's wicked Imps of thought. 

Hot lamp that scared the sleep of Love — 

Kude unbelief in things above. 

Pearl gate and towers in flame that part — 

Sin's fiery tempest on the heart. 

Psyche tempted, banish'd, crown'd — 

Soul of sinner lost and found. 

Olympian wedding brings to sight 

The wash'd soul's Marriage-feast of light, 

In Grod's blest Grarden without night. 
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ANOTHER JUNE. 

When late autumn sun decays, 
We seek the flowers of summer days, 
Or bright or dark, or red or pale, 
Clustering cottage glass or rail : — 
All dead and gone ! one wintry tomb 
Covers that family of bloom. 
Another June — by hedge-row green, 
Their blue-eyed kindred smile serene ; 
Rose or violet still their name. 
Ever another, yet the same ! 
So in lifers faded garden-bed. 
Fresh fancies bloom for fancies dead ; 
Hopes, and joys, and comforts rise, 
Like in odour, like in dyes ; 
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And, as sweet bank of violets stirr'd, 
Sleeping song and whispered word 
In sun and air of memory start, 
From still green places of the heart. 

When the dim hive's drowsy humming 

Tells another June is coming. 

When, by glittering fly beguiled, 

Over meadow, daisy-piled. 

Sweeps the swift shadow of the child : — 

Growing to oak's mossy root, 

Shall I gather Spenser's fruit ; 

Catch the melting snow of sails. 

Through cool orchard's glimm'ring veils ; 

Or, by grass of rippling brook, 

Chase moth's image o'er my book ? 

Must Sorrow's bread and Sorrow's wine 
In another June be mine ? — 
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Dark room with footstep long-suspended, 
And the love-watch never ended; 
When each throb the bosom gnaws, 
Meek lip to the pillow draws : 
While the burning western sky 
Is softened to the wakeful eye, 
And the greenest fields look brown. 
Through many a curtain-fold let down I 

Warm spirit of another June ! 
If twilight couch, or wandering noon, 
Or poet's page, or festive glee, 
Or song or tears, be kept for me : 
I ask not — heed not ! happier far. 
To take thy blessings as they are. 
In all weathers, sun or rain. 
Grows and ripens the heart's grain ; 
In Thy gamer to be stored, 
O Thou Husbandman adored ! 
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AN OLD MANOR-HOUSE REVISITED. 

When scenes well remembered and loved we draw nigh, 
Wherefore heaves our breast with a hope and a sigh ? 
Why do flowers unseen breathe bloom on the breeze, 
And voices of melody sing in the trees ? 
On storm-clouds of life a spring-rainbow is cast. 
The present time glistens and weeps in the past ; 
Field-paths of childhood swarm with daisies again ; 
Our own happy youth seems to dance down the lane. 

Faded ten summers with blue moms and red eves. 
Ten autumns with glory of woodlands and sheaves : 
Yet never forgotten, in gladness or grief. 
Still scenting and shading, the flower and the leaf 
Waved freshness and odour. All winter night dark. 
To memory carolFd the blackbird and lark : 
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And beautiful now, as I wind down the hill, 
Through the thick chestnut -boughs gleams the pebbly rill. 
On old ivied bridge leans the gleaner his store ; 
Tired woodman stoops staggering in at the door. 
The churchyard has audible sounds, as there pass 
The slow-moving shadows of sheep on the grass. 

The old house is red with its roses, — but thou, 
What dark tree overshadows the light of thy brow ? 
Where warbles thy dear voice, companion and friend. 
When the prayers of the night-closing flowers ascend ? 
In garden, dim orchard, lime bower, shelly grot, 
Beloved, I seek thee ! thou answerest not. 
And wandering, and thinking, each sad room along. 
My heart gives me back both thy smile and thy song. 

All things talk of thee here ; the harp and the book — 
The pencil just scattering leaves down the brook. 
A footstep, and, lo ! a pale face in the room. 
With a welcoming smile flitting over its gloom. 
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She gazed on the book, on the harp, and on me. 

And said not a word — but how easy to see. 

Why tears fill*d thy mother's eyes, sweet Rose-Marie ! 

lost one and beautiful ! gone to repose, 
Where Angels from Paradise bring thee a rose. 
My eye shall not mourn, if, for Spirits more dear, 
Thou partedst from me in the May of thine year ; 
But if on lone pillow, in sickness and pain, 

1 sigh for thy tender arm — sit thou again ! 
Unveil'd to Faith's vision — baptized in new grace. 
With Eden's clear purple light painting thy face. 
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TO A LADY IN GRIEF, 

WITH A CHAIN COMPOSED OP PICTURES OF THE 
CHRISTIAN VIRTUES. 

Sweet Lady ! may this precious charm 

Ahout thy radiant neck be set ; 
No Eastern Prince on Beauty's arm 

E'er bound so rich an amulet. 

Blest by this chain, life's storms that roll, 
In gloom and thunder round thy head. 

Will leave rare jewels on thy soul, 
To shine when every cloud has fled.* 

Dear Mourner I with Truth's garland crown'd. 
Comforting thought and hope to me ! 

No wicked foe thy breast can wound, 
Watch'd by this Holy Family. 



* In some parts of the East, gems are supposed to be found on 
spots visited by thunder. 
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THE SCHOLAR'S MORNING.* 

Waken'd by sunny trees and birds, he bends 
A grateful smile on all his garden friends : 
Gold-dusted flower or scented rain inhales, 
Or watches burnished moth with crimson sails ; 
Or pensive reads upon the melting dew 
Legends of rising Hope and Beauty's clouded hue. 
Then sink his feet in Attic paths of thyme, 
Down green Colonos^f or Love's myrtle clime. 
Strange pictures flashing round the room are seen ; 
Diana's silver bow on forest green ; 
Dark olives glisten with Cythera's rite : 
Blue sandals, sparkling zone, and robe of white, 



* This and the two following passages are taken firom an unpub- 
lished Poem, •• The Four Ages of Human Life," 
t Sophocles. 
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Her peacock's glittVing " tayles dispredden wide,"* 
The Olympian Lady shines, Minerva by her side. 

From Homer's cup he drains entrancing wine, 

And cloudless sunshine breaks from Virgil's line : 

The lyric trumpet clangs its fierce alarm ; 

May moonlight silvers all the Sabine Farm.f 

Then Taylor's fires his glowing heart refine ; 

Or Leighton waves the censer of the shrine ; 

Or Cowper's lips the tearful song rehearse ; 

Or waking summer smiles through Thomson's verse. 

Thus, gath'ring round him in poetic light, 
Graces, and solemn choirs, and epic fight, 
Courts after courts in starry lustre rise, 
Fame's Temple swells and bums into his eyes. 
High floats the music ; sigh nor pain he hears ; 
Not Collins' shriek, nor Otway's bed of tears ; 

« Spenser. t Horace. 

H 
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Nor sees Time rushing on the laurell'd throng, 
With flaming axe hew down the lords of song. 

Now through the porch, o*er- wreath'd by gay festoon, 
Glimmers with fainter warmth the sinking noon. 
The curtains are drawn back, and garden bloom. 
And breeze and colour stream into the room ; 
The blackbird whistles in his twilight cage ; 
Once more the Scholar turns the rustling page, 
Then shuts the book, perchance with leaf of rose 
Marking the moral strain, or Fancy^s golden close. 
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EVE'S LAST HOUR IN EDEN. 

The sun glared bloody down the myrtle glade, 
The Eden-dwellers fled from shade to shade ; 
And rushing Death, his flag of grief unfurl'd, 
FoUow'd his lengthening shadow thro' the world. 
Terrific hour ! but one resplendent form, 
Crown'd with calm rainbow, shone in fire and storm. 

No more in garden-home of peace to stray, 
Hope, of heaven's angels fairest, shew*d the way ; 
Then, softly mirror'd in Eve's weeping eye. 
Life's ever-changing landscape glimmer'd by : 
Ambition driving o'er the rocky surf, 
And Childhood's restless image on the turf. 
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Blest Guide ! who ODce our banish*d Parents led, 

Come with fresh flowers and song to Childhood's bed; 

In the dark storm and heat, man's Angel-guest 

Still sprinkle Eden-dew upon its rest. 

Oh, take it by the hand ! appear ! appear ! 

Whisper bright spell of Virtue in its ear. 

And wake the rip'ning fruits of Youth's impurpled year. 
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THE VILLAGE WIFE WAITING FOR HER 
HUSBAND. 

Gazing aslant along the twilight lane, 
With prest lip breathing on the clouded pane, 
She marks, fast deepening on her watchful ear. 
Up the green path a shadowy step draw near. 
, And winds he now beneath those branches dim ? 
No ! other cottage faces look for him. 
See the swift candle shine from room to room, • 
His garden-gate rebounding in the gloom. 
Sadly she shuts again the parlour door ; 
Through the long parted shutter, on the floor 
The pallid rays of Autumn moonlight fall, 
And the quick firelight flickers on the wall. 



102 THE VIIXA6E WITE WAIXraG FOB HEB HUSBAND. 

She muses vacant in the chair awhile, 

O'er the fond parting sweetness of his smile ; 

Then to the window goes, and then returns ; 

Now stirs the hlaze, that crackles as it hums. 

Seeks with strange tale to cheat the watch of fear ; 

Her fingers read the leaves, her heart is here. 

O joyous sound of footsteps not gone past, 

The threshold echoes the light tread — he comes at last ! 
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